CHAMPIONS OF 
LIXIL 


Matt and A.J. left the entrance of the 
Command Centre and saw the arced 
dome of the sports arena standing 
high and brightly lit ahead. They had 
made the journey aboard speedy 
Scooter, but they were still late for the 


semi-final of the plastikice hockey 
play-offs. 

“This just has to be the best match of 
the season,” Matt said to his 
companion. “The Lixil Lions will win, 
l'm sure, then they'll have to meet the 
home team, the Oilers.” 


“You’d better hurry,” replied A.J., “or 
it'll be over before we get there. 
Personally, | hope Lixil lose. I don't 
like that team at all.” 

“Neither do I,” admitted Matt, “but 
they'll win, all the same!” 


As they approached the arena, Matt 
swung Scooter round toward the 
players' entrance. That would be the 
quickest way in, and no one would 
stop a member of the ASC, whose 
scientists had almost invented the 
game... 


Matt and A.J. could hear the crowd 
roaring with excitement as they 
parked Scooter near the glass doors 
that barred the private entrance. 

“It’s obviously some game!” 
remarked A.J. 

Matt was about to answer when he 
caught sight of a figure emerging from 


the closed doors and sneaking off 
toward the outer parking area. 

“I'd know that walk anywhere!” Matt 
grabbed A.J.’s arm. “Come on! That's 
the good Dr Braxis!” 

“And he’s no hockey fan,” added 


A 


But as Matt turned to follow the 
Doctor, a lilting, metallic voice cut in. 
“Let me follow him,” said Scooter, 
“while you two keep well back. He 
won't notice another vehicle turning 
into the car park, but he might 
recognise two ASC uniforms.” 


The two space scientists nodded. 
Keeping the treacherous Doctor in 
sight, they followed Scooter across 
the car park and beyond, into a dark 
grotto of leafy trees. 


A few yards into the shadows, 
Scooter cried out in anger. “Aeugh! 
Aauuugh!” he shrieked. 

“What's happened?” gasped A.J. 
from their hiding place. 

As she pivoted round, she saw the left 
grab of Scooter’s arm dangling limply 
and sparking from its severed coils. 
Above him hovered the Renegade 
Cop-Tur, who was now preparing to 
release another massive power 
beam. 


Scooter, who had been caught 
seconds before he had wrenched 
himself into GoBot form, dodged this 
second beam. But as he did so, he 
skidded and fell heavily to one side. 

Cop- Tur let out a blood-chilling 
laugh. “You're all done for,” he 
cackled. “Now no more tricks, I’m 
warning you. Come on, Doctor Braxis, 
get on board please.” 
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Still cackling, the Renegade darted 
skyward, heading for Thruster, the 
Renegades’ spacecraft home. 
“Come on,” said Matt, looking 
closely at Scooter’s injured grab. 
“Let's get you back to base and get 
this seen to. No game for us I’m 
afraid — not tonight, at any rate!” 


At the ASC base, Scooter was left in 
the secure hands of the 
ambulance-GoBot, who would fix his 
mechanics in no time. Matt and A.J. 
retired to the computer room where 
they angrily pondered on the 
evening's events. 

“What a good game to miss,” 
sighed Matt. 

“Never mind the game,” scolded 
A.J. “What about weird old Dr Braxis? 
What was he doing at the sports 
arena?” 

Matt shook his head. He had no idea 
at all. Plastikice hockey was played 
by android robots, specially 
programmed to play as humans 
might. The Lixil Lions were a tough 
team, but they had been in the league 
for years, and all the players were 
well known to the fans. None of them 
would have anything to do with 
Dr Braxis. Or would they? 


Aboard Thruster, Dr Braxis was 
confronted by Cy-Kill. The Renegade 
leader beckoned him forward until the 
human was dwarfed by the towering, 
metal robot. “Are you sure this plan 
will work?” questioned Cy-Kill in a 
menacing voice. “We don't want 
another of your slip-ups, do we, 
Doctor?” 


Dr Braxis breathed deeply. “It will 
work,” he replied as calmly as he 
could. “Knowing the young scientists 
from the ASC are great fans of 
plastikice, | have devised a plan to 
destroy them all at the next match. | 
secretly entered the store where they 
stack the Lixil androids and tampered 
alittle with their memory banks.” 


“Of course, they will play as 
normal...” 
“Play as normal?” screamed 
Cy-Kill. “What good is that to us?” 
“As normal,” repeated Dr Braxis, 
“until | use my sonar command. . .” 
“Then what?” interrupted Cy-Kill. 
“What happens then?” 


Itwas a few days later that the Lixil 
Lions took to the ice for a routine 
practice session. Although these 
sessions were held in secret so the 
team's tactics could not be spied 
upon, today two separate pairs of 
eyes were taking a deep interest in 
the play. 
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From the video screen aboard 
Thruster, Dr Braxis studied the 
androids as they stormed round the 
surface perfecting play after play. The 
microscopic detector hidden in the 
dome would relay back pictures as 
required. 

Meanwhile Matt watched from his 


perch high up on the criss-cross roof 
struts, his eyes pinned on the players 
for any unusual sign. 

“Not a thing,” he murmured, shaking 
his head. “Everything looks OK. In 
fact they look tougher than ever! The 
Oilers are going to have a hard 
time...” 
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Back at ASC base, he analysed the 
film taken with his super mini-camera 
lodged in his watch strap, but neither 
he nor A.J. could detect a thing. 
“You're right,” she agreed. “Its a | 
perfectly normal practice. So what did 
Braxis do...” 

To find out, Matt kept up a 
round-the-clock watch on the Lixil 


Lions. Each time the androids were 
activated and released from the store, 
he filmed every move. But with only 
one dayto go beforethe 
championship, nothing had 
happened. And then, by chance, he 
ran into his old friend, Fred Major, the 
supplier of hockey sticks to the best 
teams in the League. 
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“Hello, Fred. You’re looking glum!” 
Matt greeted him. 

“So | should be,” complained Fred. 
“Last week | got an order for new 
sticks for tomorrow's match. Today | = 
come to deliver and find the order’s 
cancelled!” 

But Matt clearly did not appreciate his 
friend’s problems. His face was 
suddenly lit up by a smile. 
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“Just as | suspected,” Matt explained 
to A.J. later. “| sneaked back to the 
equipment lockers, and sure enough, 
those Lixil sticks are armed with mini 
power beams. None of the beams 
would be strong enough to detect 
individually, but if the whole team 
aimed at one single object... .” 

The afternoon of the championship 
match was sunlit but cool. Great 
weather for a game! Inside the arena 
Matt joined A.J. and the other ASC 
cadets who had come to watch their 
favourite sport. 


NE Mu, i 
Eo wie as at AK u 
Ag q TE 

A 


s RUN, Hy 
ff) JAR Fae 4 
Na s 


The first thirty minutes of the game 

lived up to everybody's expectations. 

The Lixil Lions were well-matched 

and play was fast, furious and fun. 

From their seats the young scientists 
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cheered and clapped as the puck 
darted from stick to stick and skates 
squealed on the ice. 

The roar was tremendous when the 
Oilers scored! 
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Now, surely, the Lixil Lions would play 
even more ferociously to get their 
revenge. The Lixil fans cheered on 
their team as the referee blew his 
whistle to restart play. But rather than 
skating to his position, the Lixil 
captain decided to call his men 
together for a ‘pep talk’. 


But now what was happening? The 
Lions were forming a line across the 
rink. The puck lay untouched on the 
ice as together they raised their 
hockey sticks into the air and pointed 
them at the stand where the young 
scientists were seated. 
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From his top row seat across the 
arena, Dr Braxis almost shouted in his 
excitement. His plan had worked 
perfectly! Now the Lixil Lions would 
release their power beams at those 
meddling cadets. The whole crew 
would be destroyed in one blast. 
There would be no more interference 
in his plans. Again and again, he 


jabbed at the control point to activate 
the blast... 

But why weren't the androids firing? 
Why weren't they obeying the 
computerised instructions he had fed 
into their brains? 

“Fire! Fire!” he shouted across the 
arena. “Get on with it, you idiots!” 
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He was so caught up in his frustration 
that he did not see Matt come leaping 
across the seats towards him. He only 
felt the swinging punch that landed on 
his jaw and knocked him sideways. 
Then nothing more — nothing as he 
was lifted up bodily and carried down 
the rows and into the street outside to 
the waiting ambulance. 


“Well, that's Braxis taken care of!” 
said Matt, urging on his friends. “Get 
those androids activated again and 
try and restart play. | want to find out 
what's happened to Cy-Kill. He has to 
be around here somewhere. He 
wouldn't have missed a chance to 
watch our destruction . . .” 
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But Matt was already too late. Outside 
the stadium, a ferocious battle was 
about to start as the 
ambulance-GoBot saw its way 
blocked by the terrible form of Cy-Kill! 
Throwing Dr Braxis to one side, it 
spun and jerked into its GoBot form. 


Cy-Kill was taken by surprise and 
reared backwards as the 
ambulance-GoBot threw itself 
headlong at its most hated enemy. 

“You'll pay for this!” screamed the 
Renegade chief, as he aimed a blow 
at the ambulance. 


37 


38 


Spears of light flashed backwards 
and forwards as the two GoBots 
darted this way and that, trying to gain 
the advantage. Matt could only watch 
from the safety of the stadium steps. 
He was soon joíned by the rest of the 
ASC scientists and, to the relief of 
everyone, by Scooter, who swung into 
action at the side of his companion. 


Cy-Kill glared at his adversaries, his 
face a mask of hate. Then he plunged 
to the ground. The scientists cheered, 
believing he had been hit, but the wily 
Renegade was to cheat them of this 
victory. With a flick of his massive 
wrist he picked Dr Braxis bodily from 
the ground and, with a spurt of power, 
launched himself with lightning speed 
into the sky. 
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The ambulance-GoBot and Scooter 
did not bother to give chase. In the air, 
Cy-Kill was more than a match for 
them in sheer speed. Instead, they 
powered down to join the young 
scientists. 

“He didn’t seem to enjoy our 
game,” scoffed the 
ambulance-GoBot. 

A.J. smiled. “He’s such a poor 
loser!” 
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